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Robert Cameron, capitalist, consults
Vttlllp Clyde. r pulilli re-

garding anonymous leltJ--i ho
haa received. The (Irs: promise n
of the writer's power on h day.
On thfct day the hend Is mystrrlomly "iit
from n porirnlt o' Cameron while llie lat-
ter Is In the room.
INSTALLMENT 3

CHAPTER II.

Blfle Shots Scho In the Woodn.
Of convoying oven n M'hoof the hor-fo- r

I experienced nt Cameron's dis-

closure I nm nigh hopeless. The more
we dlscu!ctl the occurrence the Ices
usceptlblc It sccmeJ o' explanation.

And what Is bo tor''ylns nB the In-

explicable, or so dreadful ns the In
tangible? Here, apparently, was an
enemy of calm and cunning malignity
who chose to manifest his power In n
manner almost ludicrously puerile
avc as It pointed with significant lin-

ger to some dire nnd Inevitable sequel
yet with such crafty secrecy as com-

pletely to mystify and dismay.
Cameron showed me the mutilated

portrait. He had taken It down nl
most Immediately, and bad hidden '
away In a closet of P- - hall behind t

array of rnlucoatB. ' e cutting hat
been done, cvldentlj .ith an exceed'
Ingly keen blade, ai.i. very dexterous-
ly done. Hut that It should have been
accomplished In twelve minutes, while
Cameron stit In the room, not fifteen
feet distant, was beyond our compre-
hension. Absorption In his bo.k was
the nearest we csmo to a EolutIo nnd
that was scarcely ttnnblv. Tor 'here
was the crowded top of I! o hook-ahelve-

To cut Hie canvas, the van
dal must either have stood -- non that
or have l cared a ladder. Titer' wns
not room for the foot of a chili) on the
shelf-top- ; and as for the ladder, it was
unthinkable. How could n ladder have
been carried In nnd out without Cam-
eron being conscious of It? From
every possible angle we viewed the In-

cident, making eery conceivable con-
cession, nnd no hnlf-wn- y iilnuclt'e an
swer to the riddle presented itself
And though our common-sens- lo J us
thnt the time of miracles was long
past, that no Ciyges' ring nnr Aloe-rich'- s

clonk survived to this diy to
make Invisible their wearers, there
persisted, nevertheless, a chill,

y sense of the supernatural, quite
evident to mo In Cameron's hushed
voice and furtive manner, and In my
own unwanted nervous disquietude.

TVo sat very Into. I wished, 1f pos-elbl-

to learn If nt nnj time In my
friend's life ho had done n'Jht to en
gender nn enmity to which these
strange developments could bo traced

whether, for Instance, In the not
blood of his youth In ic..i' far land he
had provoked the vengeau . of one
whose humor it Is ncv to forget As
we talked I came to knovf Cameron
better than l had ever known him be-

fore. He bnrrd to mo much of his
eatly career: lie gave mi a clenrer
view of his trmpi ramenlnl qualities;
and yet I rould not but ferl that he
left the vital point untourhrd. thnt be-

neath his seeming frankness there lay
hidden, shielded, some one episode,
perhaps, which might let M'c light In
upon our dark. oss. For my question
was evaded rather than nu'wetod.

Presently, we went back to the let-

ters and dissected them, coldly and
critically, sentence by sentence, and
while (he weird Influence which they
had exerted upon me at the first rend-
ing Increased, stimulated possibly by
the Incident of the portrait, still we
reached a certain practical, common-aens- e

view as to their origin; for we
came to ere In Mem what we be-

lieved to be the hand of n religious
fanatic. Certain expressions, we ,

were quotations. If thev were
not Ulbllcnl, they were certainly of
sacred genesis. And the discovery
was not reassuring. It lent, Indeed,
an added prick to tho perturbation we
already experienced.

Nor did the absence of a specified
date f ' the second promised demon-tra'loi- ,

of power lend to relieve our
unenslneta. in this silence we found
tb arme of cunning cruelty. Any day
at any hour, some other mystifying,

Incident was liable to
- eccur.

1 tried to argue that tho seventh day

;- - r &

was Implied, Inasmuch ea the second
note was received on the same day of
the month aa the first, and was a mere
continuation of the original threat
But my contention lacked the Intrinsic
strength which carries conviction,
and, as Cameron put It, we couid only
"wntch nnd wait;" for the comraunl-atlon- s

offered no alternative They
made no demand which being com-
piled with would avert penalty. Only
Implacable and Inevitable retribution,
calm, patient, and determined, effused
from every line.

Uut, In spite of Cameron's evident
nnxlety and In using that term I nm
very mildly stating his obvious condi-
tion of mind be sternly refused to
consult cither the police or the private
detectives.

"You may not know," he explained,
"thnt I am largely Interested In a ccr-tnl-n

line of Industrial enterprises, the
shares of which are listed on the New
York Stock Exchange. Should the pub-
lic become aware thnt my life Is
threatened, very serious consequences
might ensue In tho market. No, Clyde,
whatever is done, must bo done by
ourselves, and by friends whom we
can trust absolutely. I can take no
risk of this horrid thing getting Into
'he newspapers, ncsldes," he added,
with a kindly, consldcratlve smile,
' Evelyn must bo kept In Ignorance.
Vot for worlds would I have her trou-iIcj- I

by our perplexing enigma."
My suggestion that he should go

abroad for n time, or at least spend a
few weeks at Newport, was met with
similar obstinate refusal.

"I admit that I have been somewhat
upset by this extraordinary combina-
tion," wns the way he expressed It.
'but I am not n coward. I nm not go-

ing to run. Even If I were Inclined to
do so, what should I gain? If a man
be not safe In his own house, where In

Heaven's name Is he likely to find
safety?"

Quito naturally I was led hy this ex-

pression to Inquire whether, per-
chance, he mistrusted any o" the many
persons who were employed In the
house nnd about the estate. Hut, some
what to my surprise, he was almost
gravely offended by the mere sugpes
(ion. Nevertheless there were several
'natures of the affair, chief of them

le manner In which the let ers were
ecelved, which caused me to dwell

with some mcn'al persistence on this
ns the most profitable ground for spec-

ulation. And when at length, In the
morning's smnll hours, I returned to
my home and to my bed, I carried the
thought with me.

The sowing of this seed In the sub-

conscious garden of my mind brought
forth fruit nfter Its kind. I awoke
with a perfee'ly clear understanding
of how thnt which, the night before,
had seemed so Impossible of accom-
plishment wns, perhaps, after all,
merely a harlequin trick, quite simple
when explained.

With the new day, too, and the
sunlight, nnd the cheery brightness of
my own rooms, there enme a lifting of
that oppressive atmosphere of the eso-

teric which at Cameron's had set my
nerves out of plumb nnd my reason
on the bins. Indeed I wns fully con-

vinced that we had been foolishly con-

structing an Alpine chnln out of a mis-

erable little row of mole hills, nnd 1

determined to lose no time In bringing
Cameron, whom I now regarded as
most needlessly alarmed, to my own
wholesome way of thinking.

Directly after breakfast, therefore, I

set forth on foot for my neighbor's,
choosing the si nrc rond as tho more
direct of the two routes.

Personally, my tnstc In landscape Is

for distant view in preference to near- -

d foliage. My own house, which
Is fashioned In semblance of n Pom-pelln-

villa, Its cream-whit- e walls
punctuated with shutterf of a some-

what vivid pea-gree- nnd crowned by
cntly sloping roofs of the same

bright color, gazes out across Stam-lor- d

Hnrbor nnd the blue waters of
the Sound, to where on clenr days the
renclllod outline of Eaton's Neck
shows purple In the distance. There
are no towering, umbrngcous trees to
Interrupt the ou look, only low, carefully-

-trimmed shrubs, adorning a
series of mnrble sculpture-dotte- d ter-

races, well below the line of vision.
Hut the Cnmeron pluce, reflecting the
Townsbury penchant for arboriculture,
Is quite the revcrso The prospt
from the windows nnd ve.'andahs of
the fine old mansion Is ail green vistas
nnd lrnfy perspectives, with ouly a
glint of waves, chance-f-nug-

between gray boles or when
tho wind sprrnds a momentary open-

ing in the foliage.
My wny to Cameron's led through a

veritable forest of such luxuriant leaf-
age that the pa h marc limn half the
time was In twilight, while to rlfcht
and left the shadows deepened Into
dark In the cloistral recesses of the
wood'.and heart. The silence was pro
found No voire of bird nor scurrying
foot of squirrel Invaded the morning
hush of those ramoua depths. My own
footstep on the soft turf returned no
sound.

A hnlf-mll- c or more I bad walked In

this mute greenwood peace, when
ihnrp nnd elenr there echoed through
tho verdurous aisles the crack of a
rifle, and I came to a sudden, Involun-
tary bait.

Then It occurred to me that It waa the

third dar oj the open season fcr rail
birds, and that It was the report of a

hot-gu- n I had. heard, fired by aome
sportsman, off on the shore, there, to
my right. And so I resumed my tramp,
with car keen for a repetition. Al-

most Immediately I wis rewarded, and
then I knew thnt It was no rail bird
gunntr, for the shot was unmistakably
a rifle shot, and It was fired in the
depth of the wood, to the left of me

Thrco times more 1 heard It, In fair-l- y

rapid succession, nnd sounding al-

ways from about tho same direction, I

ennnot soy that It gave me any un-

easiness, but It perplexed me In n mild
way, arousing a passing curiosity ns
to its object. And then, I came out
upon the well-kep- gravelled drive
which circles tho close-cropped- , vel
vety Cameron lawn, nnd cntchlng
sight of Cameron himself. In riding
breeches nnd puttees, romping With
one of his picturesquely graceful Rus-
sian, wolf-hound- promptly forgot all
about It.

Ho came across the sward to mcot
me, the great, gaunt white hound
pressing close to his side, nnd I

thought I snw that he, too, had ex-

perienced the Inspiriting Influence, of
the morning.

"I have found nn answer," I cried,
while ho was still fifty yardB nway,
"posElbly the answer."

He raised his brows In question, nnd
the hound, with open Jaws, fondled his
wrist.

"I had a horseback rldo before
breakfast," he told me, ns he shook
my hand. "Then 1 spent nn hour nt
the kennels. We've n fine new brood
of collie puppies. You must see them "

"I want to," I returned.
"What do you say to tennis?" he

suggested, Irrelevantly, "'ast a set
It's a fine morning for tenuis."

"If you can lend me a pair of shoes,"
I consented, glaring down at t.iy boots.

"A dozen pairs," he smiled. "Come
ui o my dressing room. Lo). Aill fit

u out."
I was scarcely prepared for this

hange In my friend's mood, ml far
from happy over If. He was oldcntly

to Ignore the subject thnt
had so eng-oss- cd us the night before,
hoping to find surcease of harassing
bought In a "cstless round of acMvl- -

Mes. The condition wns a mrrbld one
which I believed should bb disco

the more so as I possessed whit
I fancied was a perfectly ornctlcal so-

lution of that which hitherto had
seemed to us an Inexplicable

. And 1 was a little "nnoyd,
too. that m,' good tidings should b"
thur disregarded.

When, therefore, we had entered
he hnll and Cnmeron wns leading to-

wards the broad, ascending staircase.
1 paused.

"Do you mind giving mu Just a
minute?"

He stopped, turned) nnd stood In
q'.cfMoning silence.

"A minute In your study," I added,
In explanation.

Iteluct-.ntl- y, It seemed to me, he
"rossed to the study door, and thro g

It open, stood aside that i might
precede him.

The ream appeared far Ics3 grim
and gloory than when I had last en-

tered It. Its windows faced the
south; and between tho cllvc-gree-

tapestry curtains the sun poured In n

flood, lighting up the fnr corners, glint-

ing on tho i It ornaments of the writ-

ing table, nnd bathing In dnzzllng
splendor the burnished bronzes on the
crowded top of the book-shelve-

"I sec you are not disposed to re-

sume our discussion of last night," I

began, when Cnmeron, having c'nsed
the door behind htm, halted Just

and with hands In pockets, nwnlt-e- d

my opening, "nut I wnnt to ehow
you thnt we have been In very much
the snme position ns the
"hlldrcn who wntch the prcstldlgltn-eur- .

We hnve Imagined something
nmnzlngly like a miracle, which, In
point of fact, Ib capable of a very sim-
ple, commonplace explanation."

"You mean the cutting out of the
hend of the portrait?" ho asked, with
kindling Interest.

"I do."
"You have discovered how It wns

done, before my eyes, so to speak,
and yet ?"

"I have discovered how It may have
been done." I Interrupted.

He moved his head Just perceptibly
from side to side In skeptical gesture

"The door of this room la seldom
locked?" I queried, ignoring ths Indi-

cated skepticism.
"Never locked." ho answered.
"It would be quite possible for any

one, knowing that you were absent,
to spend nn hour or so here, uninter-
rupted?"

"Any one?" he questioned.
"Any one who had gained entrnnce

to the house," I amplified.
"Oh, yes, I presume so."
"They would have ample time to

clenr a spneo on the book-shelve-

climb up, and carefully cut out the
head, or any part, or the whole of a
portrait, If Ihey were so Inclined?"

I paused for his answer, but he only
smiled with a sort of Incredulous tol-

erance.
"Would they not?" I Insisted Hut

Cameron was most perverse this mom-- '
Ing

"My dear Clyde," he scoffed, "of
what use la all this? The portrait waa

mt. not while ! waa absent, but wbflt
I waa present. 1 saw It complete at
three o'clock; at twelve ininui v

three, It was mutilated."
"My contention la," I explained,

quite patiently, "that while- you saw
It complete at three o'clock, the cut
had already been made, but the cut
portion bad not been removed. In

mhor uni-ds- . thn outline having been
deftly done with a thin, sharp knife, It

wns perfectly feasible to leave tho por-

trait apparently lntnct, though with
thu slightest effort tho Incised portion
could subsequently be released with,
say, n piece of cord, glued to thn back
for that especial purpose."

Now that I had made myself clear,
Cameron was quick to acknowledge
the possibility of such a method.

"And tho cord, you mean, led down
behind the bonk-s- l elves, nnd perhaps
through a window?" ho suggested.

"P.clsely. And was pulled by some
one on tho outside."

"Yes," he said, thoughtfully. "Such
an explanation Is not unreasonable.
Tho thing, really, muBt have been
done In somo such way."

' And don't you see." I hurried on

with my advantage, "how utterly
dicnp this mnkes tho whole affair?
There's nothing nt nil impressive In

that performance when you And out
hov it vns done. If the next demon
slratlon Is no better than such clap-

trap, you may rest assured you have
a very plcnyunloh sort of mountebank
villain to deal with. So, cheer up, my

dear man. aud I'll' chow you a few
tncko at tenuis that may be equally

Unquestionably my friend appeared
relieved. Hut 1 came to fancy later
that the appcaranco was feigned for
my benefit. Certainly he was not con-

vinced, and In that proved himself
possessed cf nn Intuition, a world
more nc . o than my own.

CHAPTER III.

The Target.
The set nt tennis having finished

with victory perchlns on my banners.
1 mnde excuse to put off the Inspection
of the collie puppies until another
time, my walking boots nnd,
with n parting If futile admonition to
Cameron to "think no more about It,"
started on my homeward way.

My route lay again through the min-

iature forest, for the day had waxed
uncomfortably warm with tho ap-

proach of noon, and there was scant
shade on the high-roa- d between our
two bouses. In the wood, however,
the air was grat?fully tool, jnil I

strode on nt a good pace, breathing
deeply nnd with enjoyment the bok.v
odors which greeted me afresh at
every step.

The dead silence which I had re-

marked earlier was broken now by the
hoarse tooting of a steamboat whistle,
somewhere off shore, nnd by the shrill
voices of birds, nppntently In resent-
ful protest nt this mucous Invasion of
their sylvan quiet.

I hud succeeded In putting aside, for
the moment at least, all thought of
Cameron, his nnonynous letters, nnd
his mutilnted portrait, nnd wns dwel-
ling on my dlsnppolntmcnt nt not hav-
ing cnught even so much ns n glimpse
of Evelyn Grnyson during my morn-
ing visit to Cragholt. It Ib true that I

hrd gone there with a single purpose
In mind to convey to Cnmeron what
I believed to ho an Important theory-- hut

underlying this, I realized now.
wns more than n hope, a confidence
oven, thnt. I should see Evelyn. I was
tempted, Indeed, to a tegrct that I had
not wnlted, visited the kennels, and
accepted Cameron's Invitation for
luncheon, which would doubtless have
insured me a few words at least with
my Goddess of Youth.

Whllo on tho verge of this h

my spirits suddenly lifted, for
the atenm whistle having died nway
In the- - distance and the fenthered
choristers hnvlng relapsed Into a
pleased chirp that merely accented
the stillness, there broke all nt once
on the mute calm of the woodland tho
silver sweetness of n girl's singing.
Clenr nnd resonant It rnng through the
forest aisles; a voice I knew beyond
mlstnklng. Evelyn Orayson was com-
ing townids mo over tho scented turf.
Still hidden by n bond In tho path, the
melody alone menBtired for me her ap-

proach. It was i French chanson she
was lilting, a lyrlr of Hauuelalre's, of
which wo were "ioth fond.

Sweet tmnlc sweep me like the sea
Toward my pe'- - tar.

Whether the j'' bo there or nil the
nlr he frei-- ,

t sail nfnr.

And then sho came around the turn.
At first she did not, see me. for her
eyes were lifted with her voice, nnd, I

hnd time lo mark the fascinating
grace of her long, free stride, before
she became conscious of my presence
and checked nnd shortened It. She
wore n frock of white serge, the
skin's edge nt her ankles, revealing
dainty, snowy buckskin ties nnd Just a
Uep of white silk hose. And her
flow"er-llk- c face looked out through a
frame of Leghorn straw nnd pink
roses, tied snugly benenth her softly
tounded chin with Mm lllmlest of long,
floating white veils, You con Imnglno
the picture she mnde, Micro In Mils
green glade, with her big blue eyes
alight with glad surprise, and the

worm blood auddenly rlcen In hr
cheeks.

"You truant!" I cried, In Jocular rep-

rimand. "Aro you always going to run
nway when I visit Cragholt?"
' She pouted prettily. I detest a wom-

an who pouts, ordinarily. There la

usually such polpablc affectation about
It. Uut Evelyn's pouting was wiiibuiu
ns an Infant's. Dcsldcs It was only
momentary. Then her eyes flashed nnd
her fool was planted very hard, for
such a tiny thing, on the green grasa

blades.
"I'm nut a truant," aho declared,

with feigned Indignation, "nnd I never
thought of running away. That s Just
your conceited manly Imagination.
You fancy that everything I do run
have but one cause, nnd thnt Is your-sel- f.

How, pray, was I to know you
intended Faying us a morning call?"

"Tut, tut," 1 caught her up. "What
a Hltlo spitfire we have hcret If you
hadn't deserted mo so shnmcfully last
evening, I shouldn't have minded this
morning, so much. As It Is, It ucema
neons slnco I saw you."

Now she smiled until her dlmplca
nestled. "That Is much better," alio
returned, gayly, "and deserves n reply,
Just as my action of Inst evening de-

serves prnlse, and not rebuke. 1 sac-

rificed myself nnd my pleasure for-on- e

I love."
"Not for me, surely!" ,
"Did I uso tho word conceit n mo-

ment ngo? Aro you tho only man I

love?"
"I hope so," I anowored, Impudently.
"There Is another," sho confessed,

In mock tragedy. "Heboid his facet"
I had not noticed that she held a

little roll In her hand, for my eyes had
been ever on hers; go, when abruptly,
she Epread out nnd held before mo the
missing head from Cameron's portrait,
1 wns doubly unprepared. 1 know I

was startled. She said afterwords
that I went v ty white. I suppose I

did; for with i'io tush ol realization
came such a cl utn of supposition as to
drive me moricntarlly dls.zy. For a
second of- - more I stood dumb, while
my hand went out In eager reach for
tho scrap of canvns. which, I had ob-

served, Instantaneously, bore four per
forntiotis, nil of a sizethe size of a
rifle bullet. With that d acovcry had
recurred the shots I had heard; and
following this, came a maze of c,

going br.ck to thnt flm letter,
then to tho painting's mutilation, and
on through devious ways to tho morn-
ing's target practice; and pin-ay-s with
one or another of Cameron's trusted
servants us the chief actor.

When I recovered my compos' ft I

found Evelyn bncklng wilfully 6 wny
from my covetous hand.

"It Is the picture of tho man I love,"
she was saying, toaslngly. "A very,
very good man."

"Hut where did you get It?" 1 avked
seriously. "Do you know where It
came from?"

Suddenly sho was as giavo aa I
could wish.

"I found It nailed to a tree." she an-
swered. "Wasn't '.t odd? How do you
suppose It came there-- ? It lnuks l.'Lo
the portrait that hung In Uncle
ltobert's study. Do you suppose he
;rew to dislike It, and cut it up and
threw It awny?"

Now 1 found myself In some little
embarrassment. If 1 was to obey
Cameron's injunction I could not 'ell
Evelyn the truth. Yet I was In no
position to make light of her llnd. On
Mie other hand I must learn from hor
U3t where she had come upon It, nnd

so trnce, If possible, tho person who
had fired the ehots which riddled It.

"My dear girl," I said, adoptlnga
tone of ci.Jolery, "wo havo here, I
think, a mntter In which we both can
be of service very valuable service,
Indeed, to thnt beloved undo nnd
guardian of yours, Hut, you must trust
nic, absolutely, nnd, for the present at
least, you must give lo him no hint of
what we hove In band. Do you un-
derstand?"

Sho laughed In that merry rippling
fashion which I hnd found not the
lenst of her chnrms.

"Do I understand?" sho repealed,
laying n hand on my nrni In cmphnsls
of her nmused tolerance. "Do I un-

derstand? Of course I don't, und I

"han't, until you have answered at
least a half-doze- whys nnd whnti."

"Uut you mtiRt trust me." ! Insisted,
"and ns primnry evidence of Mint trust
you will proceed nt once to hnnd over
lo mo. for examination, that soiuowhnt
damaged' plcco of portraiture which
you are holding behind you."

Very wide her cycsDpcncd In an
nlmost Infantile Etnre, as she

asked:
"Do you really mean It, Philip ?"
"ncally," 1 iins.wcrcd, gravely. "I'd

like to tell you all nhout It, right hero
ind now, but thnt might spoil every-
thing, so you must show what a strong
womanly woman you nrc, by keeping
sllonco and wnlllng."

In token of compllnnco sho enve
mo the oval piece of canvas.

"I wonder who punched tho holes
In It!" she remarked, ruefully, "Who
ever It was, they wore shockingly dis-
respectful."

I tried lo fancy what sho woulij
have snlil htul she known they wore
bullet lioh Evidently that oslbll-It- y

hnd not occurred to her and I was
glad thnt It had not.

(TO BK CONTINUED.)
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